AMERICANS   ALL

evening you could spend in the big restaurants where
they serve borsch, have countesses for cloakroom girls,
generals for head waiters, and balalaika orchestras in
blouses playing the " Volga Boat Song/*

They told me that the window-washers3 unions, the
ones who wash office and skyscraper windows, were
predominantly Russian, too, and they said, "Because
it's fun. The belt might always break/*

Stopping over in Detroit, on my way to Chicago, I
bumped into the fact that a lot of the worst agitation
in that periodically labour-strife-torn city is fomented
by Russian labour, both Jew and Gentile.   The leaders
are mostly American, English-speaking stock, but no
matter who starts the trouble, or what principles may
be involved, or which side may be right or wrong, there
are always a few militant, plotting Russian Com-
munists, hidden in the woodpile, eager to incite the
smashing of anything American, no matter who comes
out on top.   I explained candidly at the outset that I
make  no pretension  towards being  a  professional
commentator, analyst, or expert in political and social-
economic fields. Hundreds of other books and millions
of newspaper columns are being written by technical
experts on those subjects.  This book is merely about
Joe, Mike, Tony, Fritz, Serge, Ladislaus, and Jake, as
" people/' I almost met one named " Cyril" in Detroit,
and the reason I didn't meet him was amusing, since he
happened to be that Count Cyril Tolstoi who is related
to the late great Count Tolstoi, who hated wealth,
turned peasant, and loved the proletariat Friends had
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